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° No. II. 
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6 ONE OF THOSE CLOSE STUDENTS, WHO READ PLAYS 
FOR THEIR IMPROVEMENT IN Law,” 
TATLER, 


Every grave author, who apothegmatizes for the ad- 
vancement of learning, vehemently infifts on the pro- 
priety of fuperadding application to genius. Much has 
been written to invigorate the laffitude of indolence, to 
expofe the inefficacy of defultory ftudies, to lafh the ab- 
furdity of procraftination, and to journalize the wand- 
erings of the mind. But, deafto the warning voice, 
there ftill exifts a clafs of ftudents,. refpectable for ta- 
lents and tafte, who, whenever ficklenefs waves her 
wand, fly mercurially froma ftated tatk, glanee on 
many fubjeéts, and improve none. Their judgment, pro- 
nouncing fentence again themfelves, acknowledges the 
utility of fixation of thought, and marks, with math- 
ematical precifion, the point, on which attention fhould 
reft; but their wayward imagination is eternally ma- 
king curves. Thefe literary, like other, hypochon- 
driacs, have their Incid intervals ; and, at times, are 
fully apprized of the flitting nature of their application. 
They write many a penitentia] annotation upon the chap- 
ter of their conduct, and frame many a goodly plan to 
be executcd—to-morrow. ‘The paroxy{m foon returns ; 
and every fhackle, which fturdy refolution has impofed, 
their ingenious indolence will undo. 

It is unpleafant to fee thofe, whom nature and for- 
tune have confpired to befriend, unqualified to gain the 
eminence of diftinction, by a habit of turning out of the 
path. With this cenfurable volatility are commonly 
united, brilliant talents, a feeling heart, and a focial 
temper. If their pofeffors would even vecafionally adopt 
and praétice thofe plodding precepts, which diflipation 
prompts them to deride, they would difcharge with ap- 
plaufe every honorable duty of bufineis and of life. But, 
inftead of turning the meanders of fancy into a regular 
channel, they are perpetually roaming, in queft of plea- 
fure. They employ morning moments, not over learned 
tomes, but at ladies’ toilets. After a night of revelry, 
amid the votaries of wine and loo, they will tell you of 
of Charles Fox, who, like a man of /punk, at brothels 
and at Brookes’s, wenches, gambles, and drinks all 
night, and, like a man of genius, harrangues in the 
houle ali day. They talk of their privileges and fwear, 
by the tails of the comets, which are the greateit ram- 
blers in the univerfe, that they will be eccentric. The 
ftyle of their legiflation is « be it enaéted, by Fancy and 
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her favourites that, whenever Genius choofes to cut ca- 
pers, they be, and hereby are, allowable.” 

As I have 2 cordial averfion to the abftraé modes of 
fpeculation and choofe, with Dr. Johnfon, to embody 
opinions, I proceed to illuftrate by two examples ; one 
from the annals of literature, and one from real life, 

The poet Shenftone was an officer of diftinguifhed 
rank, in the regiment of carelefs bards. Every reader 
of his works will acknowledge that they bear “the 
image and fuperfcription” of genius. - But, ftill, he was 
an indolent, uneconomical, ‘volatile character, who, 
lolling in the bowers of the Leafowes, wrote paftorals 
and the fchool miftrefs, when, by a more vigorous ez- 
ertion of his talents, he might perhaps have eloquently 
charmed the coifed fergeants of Weitminfter Hall, or 
dicated new maxims of polity to an applauding Houfe 
of Commons. At the very moment, he was wafting 
his time and his patrimony, in the ereétion of rural 
altars to Pan and the Dryads, he wrote “ Economy,” 
a poem, in which he chaunts the praile of the citti/a vir- 
tues, and gravely advifes his friends to devote at leait 
a rainy day to worldly prudence, In this produéion 
are fome thoughts fuggefted, one may venture to affirm, 
by Shenftone’s experience, pertinent to the fubje& of 
this efay. The tolerating reader will pardon their in- 
fertion. Travellers over a dufty defert rejoice at the 
fight of verdure; and, difgufted by the infipidity of a 
meagre Farrago, its readers may exult to view a quo- 
tation. 

“« When fancy’s vivid fpark impels the foul 

To fcorn quotidian fcenes, to {purn the blifs 

Of vulgar minds, what noftrum fhall compofe 

This fatal frenzy ? In what lonely vale 

Of balmy medicine’s various field afpires 

The bleft refrigerant ? vain, moft vain the hope 

Of future fame, this orgafm uncontroll’d.” 
Who, but the acquaintance of genius and its inconfiit- 
encies could fuppofe that one, who knew fo well the 
road to fame, fhould linger at “* caravanfaries of reft’” 
by the way? That he, who adviles *‘ to collect the 
diffipated mind, to fhorten the train of wild ideas and 
to indulge no expenee, but what is legitimated by eco- 
nomy,” fhould be defultory in his application and pro- 
digal! of his eftate ? 

I had collected thus much of my weekly oblation to 
the public, when, inftead of proceeding, as in duty 
bound, I forgot my own fermon and—fauntered away, 
Indolence, deriding my efforts, fnatched my pen,.over- 
turned my inkftand, and bade me goand ‘‘ clip the wings 
“ of time” witha friend. I obeyed, and vifited Meander. 
He is a juvenile neighbour of mine, placed by his friends 
with a view to the profeilion of the law, int 
an eminent advocate. The charaéter of Meander, is 
fo various that it almoft precludes delineation. Were 
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ander was a mercurial fublimated creature ; heteroclite 
in all hisdeclenfions. He has fo much of the wildnefs 
of the fifth Henry in his compofition, that were I not 
veried in his pedigree, 1 fhould fuppofe he defcended 
in aright line from that prince. His ambitious pro- 
jects, like the birds of Milton, tower up to Heaven’s 
gate, and he ftarts as many {chemes, asa vifionary pro- 
jector. So entirely devoted is he to the cultivation of 
the Belles Lettres, that his graver moments, inftead of 
being dedicated to Blackftone and Buller, are given to 
Shakefpeare and Sterne, He reads plays, when he 
fhould be filling writs; and, the other day, attempting 
to draw a-deed, inftead of “* know all men by thefe 
prefents,” he fcribbled a fimile from Spenfer. Notwith- 
{tanding his enthufiaftic fondnefs for the ftudy of polite 
literature, even from that, he frequently flies off in a 
tangent; and the charms of the ladies and of loo, full 
often caufe him to forget that there is a poet or novelift 
in our language. The ignis fatuus of his fervid imagi- 
nation is continually dancing before him, and leads him 
many a fantaftic, weary ftep ‘* over bog and through 
‘*« briar.” Nothing can be more fanguine than his plans 
of ftudy and of fteadinefs; and nothing more languid, 
than their execution. When I entered his lodgings, a 
domeftic informed me that Meander was ftillim bed, hay- 
ing fate up all night, with a tavern party of friends. 
The fervant continuing his narration added “ that his 
nrafter talked much of one Churchill, and at the hour 
of retiring, fuddenly exclaimed, 

‘© Wound up at twelve at noon, your clock goes right, 
‘« Mine better goes, wound up at twelve at night.” 

I fmiled at thefe traits of my friend’s character, and, 
as I well knew that his flender frame was exhaufted by 
the labors of the night, plying the pafteboard play, 
vociferating drunken anthems and {wallowing bumpers, 
in rapid fucceflion, I therefore fuffered him to remain 
undifturbed. Unwilling, however, to lofe that amufe- 
ment, which was the objec of my vifit, 1 confoled my- 
felf for the abfence of my friend, by furveying his 
apartment, the furniture of which would give one an 
ideaof Meander’scharaéter, without a perfonal acquaint- 
ance. Ona fimall table, lay feveral of his favourite 
authors, in all the confufion of carelefsnefs. Among 
others I noted Shakefpeare, Congreve’s comedies, Ict- 
ters of the younger Lyttelton, Mrs. Behn’s novels, 
Fielding’s Tom Jones, and a mountain of pamphicts, 
compofed of magazines and plays. In the pigeon holes 
ofadek, Ifaw a number of loofe bits of paper. Thefe 
paz me fadiy. I thought, at firft, they contained 
arcana of importance ; and compared them to the Sybil- 
Jine leaves of antiquity. But, I muft own that I was 
a little chagrined, when I difcovered that they were 
only that fpecies of gambling compofition, which I 
fhould call loo affignats, but which, in plainer phrafe, 
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a diligent fpider had woven a web of fuch fize and in- 
tricacy, that the infeé& mutt of neceflity have been months 
in {pinning it. Curiofity prompted me to brufh away 
this cobweb covering, and examine the book it con- 
cealed. The reader may eafily imagine the ftate of my 
rifibles, when I found the volume entitled «« An abridge- 
ment of the Law, by Matthew Bacon.” A drawer 
left partly open, revealed to view a bundle of manu- 
{cripts, among which, I found a diary kept by my friend, 
fome parts of which fo completely illuftrated his cha- 
racer, that I propofed, with a few tranfcripts from it, 
to terminate this eflay, But, the narrownefs of my 
limits forbids, and the journal of Meander, the annals 
of volatility muft be poftponed. They thall form the 
fubjec&t of our next lucubration. 
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MEMOIRS OF 


EDMUND BURKE, ESQ, 
re 


‘* THIS CENTLEMAN IS LEARNED} AMOST RARE SPEAKER.” 
“HE SPINS THE THREAD OF HIS VERBOSITY, FINER THAN 
THE STATLE OF HIS ARGUMENT.” 

SHAKESPEARE, 
f+ — ____--} 





Tus diftinguifhed orator was defigned for the law, 
but the late marquis of Rockingham, becoming acci- 
dentally acquainted with his merit, warmly patronized 
it, enabled him to purchafe the eftate and fuperb villa 
of Beaconsfield, and Burke inftantly became a powerful 
affociate in the parliamentary fquadron, which oppofed 
the adminiftration of Norru. 

The friend of toleration and the foe to illiberal pre- 
judice, it redounds to his honor that he loft the favour 
of the citizens of Briftol, a city marked by commercial 
avarice, which, intent on pounds, fhillings, and pence, 
ftarved the eccentric Savage, and rejeded the manly 
Burke. 

He poffeffes, in a highdegree, genius, tafte and imagi- 
nation, exhibiting at fixty the fire and rhetorical flourith 
of eighteen. hefe gifts are contrafted by ungoyern- 
able paflion, puerile prejudice, and a tendency to the 
ranting and the diffufe. He wants judgment, he can- 
not watch the paffions, and accommodate himfelf to the 
temper of his hearers. His politics are too metaphyfical, 
he is often childifh in expreflion and puny in thought, 

*¢ LUDIT AMABILITER,” 
is his motto, and when we expec him, in all his dignity, 
on the front of the theatre, we find him at play. behind 
the fcenes. His literary, like his political charaéer, 
is of changeable hue. Many of his works are claffically 
pure, neryous, correét, and chafte; but his Phillippic 
againft France, though graced by numerous beauties, is 
a maffy piece of mofaic work, every page of which is 
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tarnifhed by a flovenly ftyle, falfe grammar, and verbal 
arrangement, affectedly vicious. 

This orator’s power of perfuafion would, on fome oc- 
cafions,. be irrefiftible, if not counteraéted by. the weight 
and folidity of the precious metals. His fources of 
knowledge are extenfive, his memory is faithful, and his 
mind teems with the mof luxuriant imagery, clothed 
in apt and happy modes of expreflion. In his details, 
he is always correét; his arguments are generally plau- 
fible and logical. His appearance of candor ftamps his 
fpeeches with a certain air of credit, feldom due to any 
of his cotemporaries in either houfe. His knowledge of 
parliamentary bufinefs is fo vaft and multifarious, that 
no fubjeé in difcuflion, whether finance, commerce, ma- 
nufaétures or internal polity, but what is treated in fo 
mafterly and technical a manner, that his hearers are 
induced to imagine he had dedicated a large portion of 
his life to the inveftigation of that particular fubjec. 
Of an union of talents, fcarcely compatible,. he is a 
very extraordinary inftance ; for he deliberates with the 
greateft phlegm, and acts with the greateft fire, and in 
fpeaking and writing is equally pre-eminent. 

On the other hand, he is excurfive and pedantic ; his 
wit fometimes degenerates into buffoonery, and his ora- 
tory into bombaft. His voice is not one of the imoft har- 
monious; he frequently negleéts to manage it; and, in 
the vehemence of debate, it often becomes fo hoarfe, as 
torender hisaccents diffonant, and nearly unintelligible. 
He has neither a very expreflive, nor animated counte- 
nance ; nar has he fucceisfuily courted the graces, for 
they fhun him, as ftudioufly as they ever did Phil. Stan- 
hope. 

But, in fpite of his flights through the regions of ima- 
gery, his frequent deviations from the queftion in de- 
bate, and his dwelling upon the minute, when the vatt 
is before him, he is indubitably the moft powerful and 
beft informed {peaker in the Britifh Houfe of Commons. 





MISCELLANY. 
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——CUNCTIS CONTRADICTIONIBUS NON DESTRUENDUM, 








Lownernc late in bed, one Sunday morning, fine uxore 
curisg; when the traces of filmy dreams’were nearly 
effaced, and fpeétres had vanifhed; the mind, after 
being unftrung, like an old lute, began to be rebraced ; 
when the nerves thrilled again with revivified fenfation, 
in this pleafureable fhandean humour, J teo thought I 
would write fomething to have my name infcribed in 
the TABLET. 

Courteous reader, doft thou poffefs a portion foever 
{mall of Bacon’s wifdom, or Lavater’s penetration, thou 
mayft eafily divine-by what follows, who; and what I 
am, and what I fhall be! 

That you may never miftake me for another, (tho’ 











I blufh to be an egotift,) I will with fidelity give you 
fuch outlines as may fate your curiofity and fatisfy my 
vanity. 

Imprimis, my head is fhort and nearly round, pre- 
tending to nothing like an $val or ellipfe ; my hair fo 
black as would do to feather the back of an unfledged 
crow; my eyes outlook the lynz’s; my teeth, for ftrength 
and beanty, exceed the mammoth’s, which havefo fairly 
pozed, our greateft naturalifts, whofe exiftence even 
Adam had not noted ; my feet, legs, thighs, and body 
ferve to fupport the caput, or ball before-mentioned, 
juft as a fign-poft the head of Hippocrates. 

The beft part, believe me, follows: all the ret 
flefh and bones. For I am gentle, grave and mild— 
fometimes polite, affable, and only morofe when for- 
tune frowns, or the wind fits eaft. Good-natured to 
my inferiors, (if there be any,) fraternal with my 
equals, haughty to my fuperiors, which I believe is the 
only democratic particle in me. Referved or taciturn, 
not from inherent unfociability, but from habit; of 
which, my dear ladies, moft ftudionfly beware. 

In fine, very much 2 mercurial or ftupid animal, as 
health, with her. balfamic fluid fills ny veins, or difeafe 
renders them vacuous. 

I may have a mind, but where or what it is, I never 
could difcover.—lI devoutly with it were better ftored ! 
Had I been brought up at the feet of a Price, Parr, or 
Prieftly, how many good things could I have faid or 
written ! But [had the misfortune of being educated 
(if 1 may call it fo,) in— —; where, I can attett, 
two ideas were never generated at one birth.. Or, per- 
haps, the fprings in the facred mountain had failed, be- 
fore I had the honour of being BAor AM; or fo 
many unconfcionably large mouths had been applied to 
the ftreams, that not one precious drop was left for my 
parched lips. Peft take thefe literary fponges, my pre- 
deceffoys, who would have exhaufted the fountain, had 
it been copious as Lake Superior ! 

I digrefs, and tranfgrefs—lI intended to tell the 
world, that I was about to commence author, had cho- 
fen a motto, and nothing remained but to get a name. 
After fearching day and night among the catalogue of 
Homer and Virgil’s heroes, Ovid's lift of dogs, and all 
the vocabularies-and dilionaries extant, I thought 
none moreapplicablé, as I might change under it as often 
as I pleafe, than, Prorevs. 








FROM THE SHOP OF 
MESS. COLONG SPONDEE, 
_--_ 


TO LAURA. 


—— 

















Wauen firft I met your fparkling eyes, 

And felt their beams inflame my heart, 
Anticipating future fighs, ; 
Cold Caution urg’d me to depart. 
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But ardent Love, prefumptuous bey, 
With Hope’s gay vilions cheer’d my foul, 
And whifper’d «* Laura may be coy, 
And force the love fick-tear to rol! ; 
Yet foon, difdaining coquet wiles, . . 
Confent the clarmer’s tongue fhall fpeak, 
And, with Tie SUNSHINE OF HER SMILEs, 
Dry every tear, that ftains thy cheek.” 
UC. 
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Sa NOSEGAY OF CULLED FLOWERS, WITH NOTHING OF OUR 
OWN, BUT THE THREAD, THAT TIES THEM,” 
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If Pyr, the Englith poet laureat, has not poctically praifed his 
prince, he has moft ingenioufly in the following poem, ceniured 
whift, a game undoubtedly invented by burgomatters on the 
banks of the Scheid. 


—_- 





Burt.fay, what fafhionable form appears, 
Whofe vacant brow reflexion’s afpect wears ? 
Who rolls the eye with fenfelefs fapience full, 
In trifics wife and venerably dull ? 

I know him well—ia miduigit fumes encios’d 

Of the Virginian weed, while Folly doz’d 

DuLNess advane’d, with aldermannic tread, 

In folemn filence to the ideot’s bed, 

And, in the produce of the ftol’n embrace, 

The father’s fenfe and msiber’s wit we trace; 

Both, with a parent’s love, their offspring kif@'d, 
Prefag’d his future fame, and call’d him Wuist. 
Far from the courtly race, in private bred, 

With rural fwains his early youth he led, 

The cheering folace, by the wintery fire, 

Of the fat parfon, or the country *fquire, 

Till, when each livelier game could charm no more, 
And dear QUADRILLE itfelf became a bore, 
Capricious taite, with novel nonfenfe fraught, 

To town this fcientific {tranger brought, 

Taught him the courtly circles’ fiuile to thare, 

Till fathion bade him reign fole monarch there. 
Struck with amaze, his fprightlier rivals fly 

The chilling torpor of his gorgon eye: 

SPADILLE no longer rears his fable thield, 

4m drops his halberd and forfakes the field. 

See where around the filent votaries fit, 

Toradiant beauty blind and deaf to wit; 

Each vacant eye appears with wifdom fraught 

EACH SOLEMN BLOCKHEAD LOOKS AS IF HE THOUGHT, 
Here coward infolence infults the bold, 

And felfith avarice boafts his luft of gold, 

Il] temper vents her fpleen without offence, 

npous dulnefs triumphs over fenfe, 


_— 
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Should fome intrufive infant in the reom = 
Difturb, with jocund voice, the general gloom, 
The parent’s eye, with fhort liv’d frenzy wild, 
Reproves the frolic of his wifer child. 
O ftrange extreme of Fancy’s wayward mood! 
Diftemper’d Pleafure’s fickly change of food 
Which, loathing every tafte of known delight, 
PROVOKES WITH TRASH her blunted appetite. 
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Doenine Dr. Joimfon’s interview in 1767 with the 
king of England, his majefty inquired if he were then 
writing any thing. He replied in the negative, for he 
had fully told the world all he knew, and muft now 
read to acquire more knowledge. The king then faid, 
‘“*T do not think you borrow much from any writer.” 
Johnfon faid, he thought that she had already fulfilled 
his tafk, as an author. ‘I fhould have thought fo,” 
faid the king, ‘‘ if you had not written fo well.” John- 
fon obferved to a friend that ‘‘ no man could have paid 
a handfomer compliment, and it was fit fora king to pay.” 
When afked, at Sir Jofhua Reynolds’s whether he re- 
plied to this high compliment. He anfwered ‘* No, Sir, 
when the king had faid it, it was to be fo, It was not 
for me to bandy civilities with my fovereign.” Per- 
haps no man, who had {pent his whole life in courts 
could, have fhown a more nice and dignified fenfe of 
true politenefs, than Johnfon, on this occafion, 





LEVITIES. 
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Profeffor Richardfon’s obfervation, that men judge of 
objects, according to their peculiar habits; and that a 
beautiful lawn, which excites paftoral ideas in the poet’s 
mind, fuggefts the value of the land. to the mifer; is 
exemplified by the following: 

An old Epicure, walking one fine morning, in the 
meadows on the banks of a river, exclaimed with rapture 
at the fight of a lamb that was frifking about ‘* pretty 
innocent creature, how delicioufly thou wouldit eat 
with carrots or cauliflowers.” 

Lines, written in the reign of Edward the fourth, 
and fent witha White Rosr, by a gentleman of the 
houfe of York, toalady, of the houfe of Lancafter. 
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If this fair flower offend thy fight, 
It inthy bofom wear; 

*T will bluth to be outdone in white 
And grow Laacaftrian there. 











FROM THE PRESS OF WILLIAM SPOTSWOOD, N° 
MARLBOROUGH STREET, BOSTON. 
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